A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
and Whitechapel and all the places in between.
I even heard a good judge of war say a man - or
boy-in 1918, could not fight well unless he could
love well. At the bases and in the towns, when boys
are more on their own, going and coming, lounging
in clubs, hotels, and estaminets, the danger of exces-
sive drinking must be added to the toll, as drink
excites the sexual organs and makes men careless.
Such a state of affairs could never come about in
normal times for lack of opportunity, if for no other
reason. Given the opportunity, much is possible;
but the real cause is reaction after violent action,
superimposed upon opportunity. The same kind
of thing began to take place during the General
Strike, when both sexes were thrown together
unceremoniously and with ease. In each case the
methods of arbitrament were to blame, not the
unfortunate or unconsulted people who became
victims of their own degrading handiwork, for world
war or industrial peace is a personal responsibility,
not a collective or governmental necessity.
Our approach march to the line is uneventful.
It is ordained that we go for instruction, for a short
period, with the 4th Division. We are in luck.
I take the left half battalion into the tranches, at
Hamel, for six days, during which period we are
attached to the ist battalion the Rifle Brigade, a
unit which had consistently added fresh laurels to